Parasol Post #: 


Naquaquam Vacuum 
c/o 24, Marfitt Street, Leicester. 
email: hfbj_parasol@hotmail.com 


Yes indeed! A fourth lubricious dose of textual sex to warm your bladder. 


Astrid’s Youth & Beauty Tips 

of ; The first generation to live in cool security after the Parasolvite 
Revolution experienced certain immediate psychological benefits as 
the shackles of alienation, oppression and exploitation were cast off 
like dew. More surprisingly, however were the physiological 
changes; people not only smiled a hell of a lot more but they did so from 
smoother, younger faces with straighter pearl-white teeth and full 
pouting lips. The high cheek-boned bon vivant now found that laughter, 
even to excess,brought with it no line. 
And the average lifespan of a Hub-dweiler was greatly enhanced such 


that we are a hale. hearty and horny folk weil into our thirteenth 
decade. 


“How so ?” you gasp. 
For centuries this was an opaque mystery. That is until now... I 
Astrid Pluver, having conducted a long and dubious series of 


experiments, testing and rejecting a basket of hypotheses and 

intuitive frameworks, now have an answer. 

The central Hub of Parasol, in addition to casting its famous shadows, also acts to cleanse the atmosphere below of all 
taints and pollutants. 


? 


Furthermore, the sweet breath of all its inhabitants, pure and unsullied, condenses and collects on its concave 
undersurface where it is permeated by hormonal excrescences from the ancient ox-hides. 

This potent elixir falls upon us as a light refreshing rain replete with life-enhancing and flesh-carressing properties. A 
moisturiser to die for! 

These advantageous effects are, in a smaller measure, passed on to our satellite hubs and nooks by a process of 
placebo effect, vicarious emulation and personnel exchange. 

Beloved Comrade! You too can buy into this beautiful experience. 

Rise up and effect the Revolution in your Everyday Life! 


Set up a brolly and live and love forever in the lubricious shade of your very own nook. 


Astrid Pluver, 22 forever. 


To become a Citizen of the Red Republic of Parasol send us about a quid and 
a halfs worth of stamps or cash or equivalent in weird stuff: zines, pamphlets, tapes, poetry etc. 

For that you get future copies of our newsletter Parasol Post, stickers, Anti- 
cash vouchers, pamphlets and anything else we may produce. 

Also we will laminate for you a credit card sized Parasol ID card / passport 
(naming you as Ambassador-at-large) or a Parasol Association of Autonomous Astronauts 
membership card. Please specify which you would prefer and send a passport photo or 
scribbled drawing of yourself. Oh yeah, don’t forget to give us your (pseudo)name! 
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Beer Riots in Bavaria by frederick Engels 


The Bavarian Beer is the most celebrated of all kinds of this drink brewed in 
Germany, and, of course, the Qavarians are muchaddicted to its consumption in 
rather large quantities. he government laid a new daty of about 100s. ad 
valorem on heer, and in consequence of this an outbreak occurred, which lasted 
for move than four days. The working men assembled in 

large masses, paraded through the streets, assailed the public houses, smashing 
the windows, breaking the furniture, and destroying everything in their reach, in 
order to take revenge for the enhanced price of their favourite drink. The military 
was called in, but a regiment of horse-quards, when commanded to mount on 
horseback, refused to do so. The police, being, as everywhere, obnoxious to the 
people, were severely beaten and ill-treated by the rioters, and every station 
formerly occupied by police-officers had to be occupied by soldiers, who, being 
upon good terms with the people, were considered less hostile and showed an 
evident reluctance to interfere. They only did interfere when the palace of the 
Xing was attacked, and then merely took up such a position as was sufficient 
to keep the rioters hack. (Jn the second evening (the 2nd of YYjay) the Ming, in 
whose family a marriage had just been celebrated, and who for this reason had 
many illustrious visitors at his court, visited the theatre ; but when, after the 
first act, a crowd assembled before the theatre and threatened to attack it, every 
one left the house to see what the matter was, and Sis Majesty, with his 
illustvious visitors, was obliged to follow them, or else he would have been left 
alone in his place. The french papers assert that the Ying on this occasion 
ordered the military stationed before the theatre to fire upon the people, < >and 
that the soldiers refused. The German papers do not mention this, as may be 
expected from their being published under censorship ; but as the _Lrench papers 
are sometimes rather ill-informed 

aboutforeign matters, we cannot vouch for the truth of their assertion. ~~tom all 
this, however, it appears that the Poet Ving (Ludwig, Ying of Bavaria, is 
the author of three volumes of 

unreadable JJoems, of a Traveller's Guide to one of his public buildings has 
been in a very awkward position during these outbreaks. Yn YYjunich, a town 
full of soldiers and police, the seat of a royal court, a riot lasts four days, 
notwithstanding all the avray of the military, - and at last the rioters force their 
object. The Ying restored tranquillity by an ordinance, reducing the price of the 
quart of beer from ten kreutzers to nine kreutzers (3d). Jf the people once know 


they can frighten the government out of their taxing system, they will soon learn 
that it will be as easy to frighten them as far as regards more serious matters. 


Do policemen 
catch thieves? 


Brigade’ Vague, T. AK Press 


Yes, sometimes. But they | people who break the 
do lots of other things as | law. 

well. 
Policemen are also 
Policemen help to make | heipful. If you get lost 


people obey the law. and see a policeman, 

Sometimes they walk you can ask him to help A 

along the street, and you find your way home. £ 
zZ 


sometimes they drive 
around in police cars 
making sure that 
everything is alright. By 
following up clues, 
policemen try to catch 


YYay 1844 


2 see ‘The Social Creation of Mental Illness’ Cochrane, R. Longman 


1983 


A Modest Proposal For The Remedy 
Of Mental Suffering 


and Paddington. 1 


Thesis IT: 

It is well established that much mental illness does 
not stem from any organic brain disease; it is 
socially created.2 


Thesis HI: 

This is one of the ways in which, under Capitalism, 
the working class is controlled and disciplined. The 
chemical strait-jacket perfected in the asylum is 
poised to be used against an insurgent Proletariat. 


Antithesis I: 

In Germany in the 1970's the Socialist Patients 
Collective developed novel therapies to combat the 
demons which the Bourgeoisie had placed in their 
heads, involving bombing symbols of imperialism, 
American banks, NATO bases and the presidents 
train. 

"The system has made us sick. Let us strike the 
death blow at the sick system. "3 


Antithesis II: 

The outpouring of grief in the wake of the death of 
Princess Diana, allowed many to release buried 
emotions and acted as a social catharsis. 
Psychiatric clinics saw a temporary drop in 
admissions of up to50%.4&5 


Synthesis: 

What the Parasolvite Revolution of 997A.D. 
achieved on a modest scale the World Revolution 
will complete in its totality. ° 

The last Spectacle will be the Spectacle of 
Elimination of aristocracy and bourgeoisie. 

Let the lick-spittles, flunkeys and sycophants (those 
deemed so wretched that they are spared) gnash and 
wail. It will surely do them good. 

For the rest of us the lifting of the burden of 
centuries of alienation and misery will work 
wonders. We will live as human beings and feel like 
Gods.6 


Proposed: Melchior Largesse 
Seconded: Henri Fleur Beauchamp 
Adopted by the Annual Conclave of 
Parasol. 15.1.1998 


4 ‘Independent’ 15.1.1997 

5 for much more on Diana’s death from a conspiracy/occulture 
perspective see ‘Network News’ #11, £1.50 from Earthly Delights, PO 
Box 2, Lostwithiel, Cornwall PL22 OYY. 

6 see ‘Astrids Youth and Beauty Tips’ in current issue of Parasol Post. 


3 see 'Televisionaries’ Vague, T. AK Press 1994 


Wing Commander A.T.M. 


No report this issue, I’m afraid, as we have all 
be rather busy in knocking together a nice 
little pamphiet to feature, amongst other 
things, a reprint of Alfred Jarry’s text on Time 
Travel. Should be available soon. 
Regular readers will recall our recent, 
unsuccessful, forays into the wonderful world 
of Electronic Voice Phenomena (PP3). 
Well, since then the illustrious Daily 
Telegraph has reported that that sleazy 
corpse of poetic reaction Pip Larkin has been 
communicating from the grave with his 
biographer! 
All we can muster the energy to say is what a 
bloody waste of a phenomenon... 
We are not bitter. 

A.T.M. for Parasol A.A.A. 
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THE LONELINESS OF THE LONG DISTANCE HYDRATOR. 


For many days we had been fighting the fascists, in the snow 
outside the walled city of Tereul in eastern Spain. 

My POUM comrades had fought heroically but we had been left to die as 
the main section of the INTERNATIONAL BRIGADE retreated to defend 
the southern flank.Rumours were rife that their officers were calling us 
agents of Franco. 

We were a desperate clan of odds and sods.We had no 
language no uniform and no Officers but our riffles were loaded and we 
had ammunition. 

To prevent ourselves from accidentally shooting each other in 
the tense darkness, white armlets were handed around amongst us. A 
messenger arrived to say that there were not enough armiets to go 
around. Out of the darkness a plaintive voice suggested ; ‘Couldn't we 
arrange for the Fascists to wear white armlets instead?’ We laughed at 
the absurdity, the seriousness of the situation needed no explanation. 

A long burst of shellfire straddled over us just before daylight, 
followed by the rattling metal of Fascist tanks and their sharp coughing 
guns and the swooping buzz of Italian aircraft above. 

On the plus side, we were focused. Our collective minds freed 
from random thought processes, the chains of internal dialogue removed 
. We were about to FIGHT BACK! 

A figure rose above our dug-outs. He was a tough-looking 
youth of twenty five or six, an anarchist who had been with us for some 
days. Behind an illuminated sky of gunfire he stood stoically with his 
reddish-yellow hair and powerful shoulders in profile to me. Raising his 
rifle high above his head he shouted .’Proletarians to arms, they shall not 
pass!’. 

The main attack was up ahead of us; even so we were briefly 
overrun; our single machine-gun blew up and we pulled back down the 
gully, scrambling and falling over the ice. 


First | remember a running close up of the Fascist. A bungled 
confrontation, the breathless hand to hand, the awkward pushing, 
jabbing, grunting and swearing. Death a moments weakness or slip of 
the foot away. 

Then we broke and raced off, each man and woman going 
alone, each the gasping centre of their own survival. 

| headed for the old barn where I'd spent my first night with 
Rosie, transfixed by her eyes, her laugh, her beautiful brown skin, her 
silent reassurances that all would be well. 

| arrived panting. It was deserted. | sought refuge and lay in a 
state of sick paralysis. Many Comrades had fallen. | had killed. There 
was nothing to say now. Tanks rattled by and cries receded. 

Mustering my last ounce of strength | retrieved a flask of 
sweet cider from my knapsack. | Hydrated and dreamed of my return to 
a nook of calm with Rosie at my side. 

| slept with a rigid tension, a Parasolvite alone, asleep, behind 
enemy lines miles away from the Great Central Hub.What cruel fate had 
been bestowed upon me....? The above piece is an extract 
from the journal of Oberon 
Bystander which was recently 
found secreted in an airing 
cupboard in the Parasolvite 
Academy of Historiographical 
Mendacity. 

Needless to say we are now 
endeavouring to track down 
more fragments of this text. 


This year we have been mostly 
reading... 


Manticore Surrealist Communication 

Paper of the Leeds Surrealist Group. 

Not neo-, not pseudo-, this is the real thing: a living, 
pulsating, sinewous, continuation of the Surrealist 
movement which flourished from the 1920s. Issue 1 
is a gentle blend of texts, poems, collages and 
reviews lovingly inked onto a parchment coloured 
tabloid. Issue 2 has meatier articles and a harder, 
political edge which we like. The paper quality 
alone is good enough reason to send pounds to 
K.Cox, 6, Aberdeen Grove, Leeds, LS12 3OY. 


Melancholic Troglodytes 

This wonderful journal must defeat the cataloguing 
skills of even the most deranged archivist. A dual 
language (English/Persian), situ-influenced zine, 
issue 2 features articles on chess, Afghanistan, 
torture and circumcision together with a sprinkling 
of jolly rude pictures. About fifty pages of each 
language. 

It's certainly not as dry or bleak as it sounds. Give it 
a try, (faint-hearts avoid!) £3.50 Box MT, 121, 
Railton Road, Herne Hill, London, SE24. 


P.U.R.E. Thoughts 

I have before me issue 1 of this intriguing little 
publication. It is A4 format and appears to have 
been produced on an inkjet computer printer so 
each page is single-sided (it would surely have been 
cheaper to photocopy!) and the graphics are blobby. 
So, that's the form: the content is very much Temple 
Ov Psychick Youth influenced, with articles of a 
mystical bent and decidedly peculiar poems. Im 
eagerly awaiting issue 2. Give it a whirl, it's 
different. £2 to E.M. 188, Allan Crescent, 
Dunfermline, Fife, KY11 4HF. 


, sec de 


CHAPTER V 


Advice from a Caterpillar 


Tur Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for 
some time in silence: at last the Caterpillar took the 
hookah out of its mouth, and addressed her in a lan- 
guid, sleepy voice. 

‘Who are you?’ said the Caterpillar. 


Analecta and Disputations on Art, Anarchy and 
Assholism 

These two pamphlets by the prolific self-publicist 
Stewart Home contain some of his shorter 
journalistic pieces, spoof letters, leaflets, as well as 
more in depth explorations of art, the avant-garde 
and stuff like that. Razor sharp; guaranteed to have 
you in stitches. Send £3/£3.75 respectively to BM 
Senior, London, WCIN 3XX and ask for the 
excellent Re:Action newsletter of the Neoist 
Alliance as well. 


This issues reviews by Melchior. 


These people have nothing whatsoever to do with our Plan. 
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Dr Nick Levity's World of Mystique 

A recent article in the Journal of insect Physiology* 
leads us to the conclusion that the rather reverend Lewis 
Carroll was not, merely, a whimsical cleric with a fondness for 
little girls, but a Natural Scientist way ahead of his 
contemporaries. For it can now be revealed that his Caterpillar 
did, indeed, have lungs! Not the spiracles and tracheoles that 
350 years of received wisdom and dog-eared textbooks 
prescribe. Curiouser and curiouser. 
With this in mind, it is our intention to recruit a cohort of 
Cabbage White larvae and introduce them to the delights of 
psycho-active smoking herbs, Umweed and Black Broccoli, 
with a backwash of Pink Floyd. 
In this way we expect to induce psychedelic swirls and 
pattinations upon the wing scales of the resultant Imago. 
No longer a Cabbage but a beautiful Orchid of many hues to 
enhance Parasol’s reputation as a Wonderland of Colour. 


aK 


"Desist!" we hear the earnest beagle-quitters cry, “Thy 
thaumaturgy-vivisection wilt breed. only — chancrous 
abomination!" 


"Hold!" we reply, "We are no belljar butchers, safety is our first 
concern. And all our grubs are volunteers, eager to soar high 
on Rainbow Wings; to live their brief lives in a blaze of gaudy- 
speckled Glory." 
kkk 

As each tiny Pioneer hooks her Pupa to a smoky hookah and 
deeply inhales the relaxing sweetnesses of insect incense a 
warm and mellow aura softens the air... 


7 Locke, M. J. Insect Physiol. 44, 1-20 (1998) 


For more info, copies of Paraso/ Post or to become 
a Citizen of Parasol send stamps to the above 


address. 


“You and I are gonna live forever...” 


